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moment, appeared like idle visions. They were inconceivable
as real things. As I heard the lark singing in " a glorious
privacy of light," and saw the boughs of the green and gold
laburnum waving at my window, and had my fancy filled with
images of natural beauty, I felt a glow of fresh life in my
veins, and my soul was inebriated with joy. It is difficult,
amidst such exhilarating influences, to entertain those melan-
choly ideas which sometimes crowd upon us, and appear so
natural, at a less happy hour. Even actual misfortune comes
in a questionable shape, when our physical constitution is in
perfect health, and the flowers are in full bloom, and the skies
are blue, and the streams are glittering in the sun. So power-
fully does the light of external nature sometimes act upon the
moral system, that a sweet sensation steals gradually over the
heart, even when we think we have reason to be sorrowful, and
while we almost accuse ourselves of a want of feeling. The
fretful hypochondriac would do well to bear this fact in mind,
and not take it for granted that all are cold and selfish who fail
to sympathize with his fantastic cares. He should remember
that men are sometimes so buoyed up by the sense of corporeal
power, and a communion with nature in her cheerful moods,
that things connected with their own personal interests, and which
at other times might irritate and wound their feelings, pass by them
like the idle wind which they regard not. He himself must
have had his intervals of comparative happiness, in which
the causes of his present grief would have appeared trivial
and absurd. He should not, then, expect persons whose blood is
warm in their veins, and whose eyes are open to the blessed sun
In heaven, to think more of the apparent causes of his sorrow than
he would himself, were his mind and body in a healthful state.

With what a light heart and eager appetite did I enter the
little breakfast parlour of which the glass-doors opened upon
a bright green lawn, variegated with small beds of flowers! The
table was spread with dewy and delicious fruits from our
own garden, and gathered by fair and friendly hands. Beauti-
ful and luscious as were these garden dainties, they were of
small account in comparison with the fresh cheeks and cherry
lips that so frankly accepted the wonted early greeting. Alas!